CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE
A Scotchman knows the Way

I SHOULD hate to be obliged to say how many times
Elsie and I visited Notre Dame during the next fort-
night. As a matter of fact, I think we were there every
day on some pretext or other except one Sunday when
it rained and we saw evidences that Lord Darnley, who
always was extraordinarily good-natured about our visits,
was entertaining a party. On the last day he took me
out to inspect die whole orchard of peach trees he had
just planted, which, I may remark in passing, have never
yet produced a single peach.

" So you're off in a day or two/' he remarked, when
I told him we had come to the end of our stay, " I don't
suppose you have any idea of buying the place, have
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you?

" Well, I don't know," I answered, "it's extraordinarily

attractive."

" I can see that you feel the charm of it as I do," he
said. " Like all these old places going on for generations,
it still wants money spent on it, though. I have a family
abode of my own to look after in Kent and I can't afford
to do it/*
" It is just one of those places," I reflected, " that might
easily be spoilt by spending money on it in the wrong
way/'
" You're absolutely right," he responded enthusiastic-
ally. " I should not, even if I were a millionaire, touch
the outside or even the interior,"but, by God, I would
do some planting. Every sort of plant known to man
would flourish either on the terrace or in those deep cool
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